which were strewn all over the floor, hanging limply on
chairs and gushing from open trunks.   "Pm sorry I made

that blunder------" he said guiltily.  "It's the first time I've

sung this part and when the rope was missing------"

"Never mind, never mind, Jose. You were very good,
really. Sit down, make yourself comfortable. Let's drink
a glass of champagne to your success------"

She let the cork pop, found glasses, poured the champagne,
said " Prosit" and gave him a slow smile across the rim of
her glass while she drank it. Bob swallowed politely the
unpleasant, sweet and fizzy stuff, hoping fervently that it
would not harm his voice. Madame made him drink his
glass to the bottom and filled it again. He had the impres-
sion that the room was very small and stuffy; Madame was
very close to him all the time, perfumed, warm, rustling with
the silk of her costume. He took a deep breath because he
felt stifled. She smiled at him in the same slow manner as
before. "Do you like my perfume?" she said, and before
he knew what was happening she had taken a spray and
squirted some of the stuff on to his hair. " I like your hair,
Jose/' she said and stroked it so lightly that it tickled. "It's
like the coat of my black chow. I wonder if you have a black
tongue too like he has," she said teasingly. The way she
touchedhis-hair gave him an unpleasant sensation at the back of
his neck and he shivered. Madame watched him with interest
and concentrated attention* "Let's drink," she said again.

Madame had a few theories, tested and long proved infal-
lible. Theory number one was: Americans can only do
Things when they are drunk. Theory number two: You
sing much better when you are in love. Conclusion: If she
wanted to keep her promise and help Don Jose to make good,
she had to get him drunk and make him fall in love with her
in a hurry, if only for this evening. Seven minutes of the
fifteen-minute intermission had passed and she had to be on
the stage right at the beginning of the second act; It was
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